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within these walls, and that to which every
other is made subservient, we entered the Holy
Sepulchre itself, the venerated tomb of the
Living God; an excavation originally made by
human hands, though destined to contain, for a
given period, the lifeless corpse of the great
Creator and Director of the Universe I
To enter here, and kneel before the shrine,
and kiss the marble that encases it with abso-
lute indifference, I should hold to be impos-
sible; but if I were asked what were the
sentiments that possessed me at the moment of
bowing before the altar, 1 should say, with Cha-
teaubriand, that it would be impossible for me
to describe them, and that such a train of ideas
presented themselves at once t6 my mind, that
none remained for a moment fixed there. My
feelings, however, though equally indescribable
as his own, were, I believe, of a very different
kind.
After having been for some time the most
honoured sanctuary, of the Christians, it became
a Pagan attar, and the statue of Jupiter usurped
the place,of Christ j while Venus was worship,
ped on. the scene of his death, and Adonis
jbowed to^on the spot which gave him birth,
Constantine followed to break down the idols of
the ^unbelievers, a,nd the Persian Kosroes soon
succeeded to rase"" again to the ground the
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